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One 


Author's Notes: 
Yo, so the boys are like 15/lb here and in Britain to pass a GCSE you need to get at least a C, with A* being 
the best grade you can get. (Idk why | feel you need to know that..*shrugs*) 


Maths. It was pure torture for Chris, he just could not figure out how to do Pie times radius squared and he 
never bothered to figure it out when he knew five years from how he'll never need it again. Luckily for him, 


his A* boyfriend knew how to do it and had offered to help him. 
It was beautiful outside, the sun was glistening and it was the perfect day for surfing..but the Maths GCSE 
was tomorrow and Chris was pretty fucked, he knew he was going to fail, but his boyfriend still had hope for 


him. 


‘Chris! Are you even listening?" Nate slammed his fist onto the table, as much as he loved Chris, he didn't 
appreciate the fact that he daydreamed so easily. 


"Hmm? What babe?" Chris mumbled, finally ripping his eyes away from the window and back to his boyfriend. 


"Come on man, | can't do the exam for you, you've got to pass this" Nate whined. 

Chris grumbled to himself, doing anything to avoid work. He glanced down to the packet of MMs on the table. 
"Want one?" He ripped the packet open and took one for himself 

ie ns 


Nate gave up, he wasn't getting anywhere with this, ah well, at least he was going to pass. As he reached his 
hand into the packet Chris pulled away. 


"Ah ah ah! You gotta get the goods from here." He pointed to his mouth and placed a M€M on his tongue 


before closing his mouth and giving Nate a wink. 

Nate rolled his eyes, but pushed his chair out from the table and spread his legs out so Chris could sit in his 
lap. Straddling him, Chris placed his hands firmly on Nate's shoulders, whilst Nate wrapped his arms around 
Chris's toned waist. Nate began lapping at Chris's tongue, trying to get the small sweet, Chris allowed Nate to 
enter his mouth, nibbling at Nate's lower lip. Chris let out a moan, raising his hand to stroke Nate's jaw line, 
rocking in his lap. 

The boys long continued like this until Chris realised the MM had disappeared between their kiss. 

"Want another one?" Chris asked, breathing heavily, eyes filled with lust. 


"How about after we figure out how to do pie times square first?" 


